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leTTER Fran thE eOiTCMr 
hi. welcone to my first 'zine. i^m 
proud of it and i hope you like it, 
the main reason i put this magazine 
out is because i wanted people to hear 
what i have to say, i figured i'd give 
Other people the chance to get their 
point across as well, and we can't 
very well print all this stuff in local 
newspapers, join SILICON JESUS and 
his digital disciples. 














Where have all the flowers gone? 
Vanished in the yesterday sun 
Sick ^ wilted ^ dead everyone 
Concrete streets under oar feet 
A shell of death where nature sleeps 
In a stone our mother earth weeps 
Toxiic waste ^ air pollution 
A simple problem with no solution 
Except man's evil evolution 
So where are all the flowers at? 
Off to a place where they won't be 
attacked 


And I wouldn't be surprised 



iHtWAYTOSDLtlED 

Vaudeville jester for a day 
King for a year 
I think I have something 
Important to say 
If anyone cares to hear 

Eumors abound 

About the leather-clad clown 
Things I've never done 
Are the talk of the town 

I could: ask to be alone 
But I've brought this on myself 
The spotlight is on me now 
And I refuse to ask for help 

A role model 

with an image to uphold? 

Ccffne on now. 

This joke is getting old! 

Can't trust anyone 

They all want what they think I^ve 

got 

High school politics make me sick,,. 
We should all be shot, 

-Silicon 






We inberrupt this program with a special 
bulletin- America is now under MARTIAL 
LAW! All constitutional rights have been 
suspended. Stay in your homes. Do not attempt 


"SHE'S DIFFERENT" 

"HAVE YOU SEEN MY SWEET LITTLE DAUGHTER?'' 
MR. GWYNN ASKED THE MAN IN BLUE. "I 
CAN'T SEEM TO FIND HER. WE WERE OVER 


to contact loved ones, insurance agents 
or attorneys. SHUT UP! Do not attempt to 
think or depression may occur. Stay in 
your homes. Curfew is 7pin sharp, after 
work. Anyone caught outside the gates of 
the sub-division sectors after curfew WILL 
BE SHOT! Remain calm. Do not panic. Your 
neighborhood watch officer will be by to 
collect urine samples in the morning. Anyone 
caught interfering with the collection 
of urine samples WILL BE SHOT! Houses will 
be inspected for trace elements at noon. 
Anyone who fails to display the required 
embossed black velvet Mexican painting 
of Alexander Hague on their living room 
wall WILL BE SHOT’ Cameras and surveillance 
equipment will be posted on all lamp posts 
and street lights. Anyone failing to attend 
required worship services on Sunday will 
be promptly arrested and dispatched to 
a re-education resort. Stay in your homes. 
Remain calm. The number I enemy of progress 
is questions. National security is more 
important than individual will. All sports 
broadcasts will proceed as normal. No more 
than 2 people may gather anywhere without 
permission. Use only the drugs prescribed 
by you doctor or supervisor, shut UP! be 
HAPPY! Obey all orders without question. 

The comfort you've demanded is now mandatory. 
BE HAPPY! At last, everything is done for 

you. -J. Biafra 


THERE IN THE PARK AND I WENT TO GET 
A DRINK AND WHEN I CAME BACK- SHE WAS 
GONE." SAID MR. GWYNN. "I'LL HELP YOU 
FIND HER." SAID THE MAN IN BLUE. "HOW 
LONG HAS SHE BEEN GONE?" ASKED THE 
MAN IN BUIE. "3 HOURS" REPLIED MR. 

GWYNN. THE 2 MEN EMBARKED ON A MISSION 
TO LOCATE THE MISSING DAUGHTER. "ANYTHING 
YET?" INQUIRED MR. GWYNN. "NOT ONE 
DAMN THING" REPLIED THE MAN IN BLUE. 

THE SEARCH CONTINUED. "WAIT...1 THINK 
I'VE GOT SOMETHING." SAID THE MAN' IN 
BLUE. "TS SHE WEARING A BLUE DRESS 
AND BLACK SHOES?" HE ASKED. "YES!" 
EXCLAIMED MR. GWYNN, "DID SHE HAVE 
LIMBS THE LAST TIME YOU SAW HER?" ASKED 
THE MAN IN BLUE. 

VLAD POX 
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THE UMITED STATES OF APATHY 

The Vietnain war, Kent 
State swarming with college students 
protesting a war that challenged their 
ethical beliefs. Young adults all 
over the country took a stand against 
the government because the 7 i;|(pgreed 
with the war. 

Twenty years later and 
the only thing my generation (dubbed 
generation X and the 13th Generation) 
seems to care about is themselves. 

And considering that the drugs they're 
doing {which^ incidentally^ is the 
"in" thing to do) are more deleterious 
to their health than the drugs their 
parents did (marijuana and LSD), it 
doesn^t seem as if they care too much 
about themselves, either. 

Television is on my list 
as one of the "deleterious drugs," 

It's a kind of anti-stimulant. Kids 
can turn their brains off and let 
television do all the work. Television 
is just one big commercial, trying 
to sell one thing or another, children 
are programmed to value materialism 
over self-respectr radio too. Fadio 
stations boast who’s crool by wearing 
what clothes, going to which concerts 
and listening to who's music. Then, 
every band that has a new, innovative 
sound is replicated and gets a new 
moniker tacked on to it so as to help 
the marketing industry sell the music 


easier. And the kids don't even care 
that their tastes are being sold out. 

Just so long as they look cool and 
fit in, they've done their job! 

The worst part about all 
this apathy that is oozing out from 
this generation’s pores is that whatever 
powers that be are hypocrites about 
the whole mess. The "elders" (the 
hippie turned yuppie generation referred 
to as "baby boomers") whom the 13th 
generation are supposed to respect 
and, god help us, emulate, tell them 
that they are lazy, self-centered 
and are in dire need of a shot or 
two of maturity. However, if like 
the hippies who stood for peace and 
love then sold themselves out for 
an office with a window overlooking 
the city, maturity means losing my 
sense of humor and selling out, I 
think T'll stick to the Peter Pan 
philosophy of life. But I'm no hedonist. 
Speaking only for myself- when I disagree 
with something, I will make my presence 
known. All the "liberals" in the 
I3th generation who have something 
to say are scoffed at by the very 
same people who call us lazy and ignorant. 
Only, now they're saying that those 
"liberals" are too young to understand 
what they're talking about. 

There's no cure for apathy, 

Wot for adults, adolescents or children. 
But what about the educational system 
in America? What about the schools 
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bhemselves? They've becoitie urban 
battle grounds for sub-urban kids 
playing not with toy guns, but real 
guns» Every school in America is 
a convenient place to sell drugs to 
students so wrapped up in how cool 
they think they look that they never 
stop to think about what they*re doing 
to themselves, 

I don*t see a promising 
future for my generation. We*re backed 
into a shadowy corner of society that 
no one wants to look at. The inevitable 
outcome in a capitalist society, It*s 
not good. It's not bad. It just 
seems like the only hope is to shut 
up and conform to the local aristocracy,; 
Mtv, here T come... 




5) Tflrd6h HE ... uJ6uld iM happen 46 have 
flhu dlrau f6up6h?'’ 

4) '’P66$ mu breflih smell 6kfltjr’ 

1) "Where are all 4he bhes?" 

2) "Pid I leave 4he 6veh 6h?' 


flhd 


1) "P6 J smell like cheese?" 
















ART 


Have WG got a telethon for you, coming 
soon on Mtv! A rockin' bankroll extravaganza 
featuring all your favorite vigilante super 
stars- Eddie Vedder; Sylvester Stallone; 

Cindy Crawford! This inarathon is so important 
we've even exhumed the body of Jimi Hendrix! 
This ain't no sissy concert to raise money 
for food for the needy. This concert's 
whipped up the American way to raise money 
for guns for the greedy! So stay tuned 
and dig in those pockets for '^U,S*A* for 
SOUTH AFRICA! It's "U.S.A, for SOUTH AFRICA" 
because those poor, sex-starved, apartheid 
driven anglo-saxons need Hire machine guns, 
mare tear gas, more nerve gas and more 
electric fences for those prison camps 
they call- HOMELAND! And who's gonna give 
it to them?.*.WE ARE! Every one of us. 

Every time we go to the bank, every time 
we buy food at "Theft-Way", or that "boomin' 
system" for your hot-car! It's "U.S.A. 
for SOUTH AFRICA"- Don't delay, apartheid 
is a big business- What would those American 
ladies do without those diamonds!? YOU 
heard the White-House* Don't miss it! Have 
your rich parent's money ready, world hunger's 
gone forever once your check's in the mail, 
when Mtv and the Rockin^ Racism Connection 
bring you, live from Sun City, "U.s.A. 
for SOUTH AFRICA"! -Dead Kennedy 
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Dear Jolin^ 


It^s me, your friend from the U.S.A. here. Hov are things witli you? Things 
really stink here* Did you know that, in my country, the kids are better armed than 
the police? Pretty cool, huh? As to our last discussion, 1 disagree entirely* 

I think that the LI*S* should COMPLETELY cut of all ties with Japan* It's time for 
Americans to realize that they can make anything ^ do anything* We did it before 
(does anybody in your country know about the American Revolution? 1776). I’m hardly 
patriotic, but 1 do have a pretty good mind for those types of things. What do you 
think? Before I get off that subject, though, would anyone in your country, or 
even you, if you were political, bomb somebody who basically cheapshot you, and then 
spend tons of money (that could used for better purposes) to rebuild them so that 
they, in turn, could became further ahead, productively, in the world than you? 

Well '’Johnny Boy", gotta go before I get too worked up over this whole thing* 
I'm hungry and I think I’ll go out for some sushi. 

Peace. 

Your friend, 

Evan Smith* 


P.S.- 

Do you still 
buy my Sony? 
1'11 send it 


want to 

air mail. 




" IS HE IN A PRISON?" 

LONELY, COLD, DEPRESSED, HE IS A WOODEN 
PUPPET, HE IS A MERE OUTCAST IN THIS 
SOCIETY, HE ISN^T CONSIDERED, DAY 
AFTER DAY HE SITS IN THE CORNER OF 
HIE DARK HOVEL WRITING ABOUT HIS DISMAL 
SETTING, NO ElVtOTIOKS SHOW EXCEPT THE 
SINISTER GRIN CARVED INTO HIS WOODEN 
HEAD, HIS TRANSLUCENT GLASS EYES REFLECT 
HIS STATE OF MIND. GRAY. IF HE WALKS 
HE WILL COLLAPSE, FOR HIS LIMBS ARE 
SEVERELY ROTTED, HIS WRITINGS SLOVENLY 
PILED UP TO HIS RIGHT. NO ONE WILL 
READ THEM. NO ONE WILL KNOW OF THEM...HIS 
SOCIETY REJECTS HIM, AND HE IS LKARNING 
TO ACCEPT IT. FOR HIM IT’S HARD TO 
LIVE IN THIS SOCIETY, A WOODEN PUPPET 
HAS NO PLACE IN THIS SOCIETY, A SOCIETY 
RUN BY PLASTIC PUPPETS, DAY AFTER 
DAY HE SITS IN THE COE^NER OF HIS DARK 
HOVEL WRITING ABOUT HIS DISMAL SETTING, 
HIS SOCIETY^ A SOCIETY WHERE IT'S 
BETTER TO BE DEAD’ 

-VLAD POX 


gilt 

Help cue please 
I need you more 
Than you will ever 
Know, 

My salvation, you are my 
Sanity, 

You're never not on my 
Mind. 

But I know, I could never 
Say 

What I feel inside. 

-Evan Smith 


recfuiem 

I cannot remember anything 
without sadness, 

Sofnetimes it is easier to 
forget. 

I try so hard to understand 
but fail to comprehend. 

To try in vain to be a man 
only to falter in the end. 
“Evan Smith 






the napies have been chan^^ 
to prtitect the fncD|Dpetent* Anv 
Stinfla fftfes |n t his story to t hose 
In real rife are purely Inte^ntton^i 

Chris DeJesus was your 
typical Hitler-type dictator* He loved 
the people and the people loved him. 

Of course, if any of his people did 
something he didn't approve of, the 
people had to beg for his forgiveness. 

And if they didn't tell DeJesus what 
they were doing, he would torture 
them once he found out- and he ALWAYS 
found out! 

DeJesus would put on his 
work clothes which consisted of a 
tattered robe and old sandals. He 
would walk about the urine saturated 
streets of his nearest, local ghetto. 

He had all of the people behind him. 

He'd hand out free fish to those who 
were hungry (although he^d raise their 
taxes t) and if the people were REALLY 
obedient and behaved like the mindless 
serfs that they were, DeJesus would 
let them wash his feet! 

After a hard days work, 

DeJesus would return to his bil non¬ 
dollar palace, paid for with the sweat 
of his ever-so-willing followers. 

In the course of just one day, however, 
DeJesus would give to so many charities¬ 
like the Manuel Noriega Drug Rehabilitation 
Clinic for Juvenile Delinquents, and 
Daryl Gates's Crime Watch Organization, 

Oh how the folks at home 
loved Chris DeJesus, How could the 
public hate a man who condones discipline 


via capital punishment. Oh sure, a 
few of his ministers are alleged child 
molesters, but he didn't know...or 
did he? And what did the people know? 

Did they know that DeJesus kept control 
of his people by secretly selling 
the people drugs he was importing 
from South America. He also kept his 
nation at war with neighboring countries 
so that his people couldn't go anywhere. 
Of course, when things got a little 
out of hand and it got too hot in 
the dictatorial kitchen for DeJesus, 
he skipped town, proclaiming a legacy 
that he^d return to his country for 
his followers (but in the mean time, 
fend for yourselves, suckers!) 

Recently, DeJesus has been 
sighted in Mexico and South America, 
running INSLT?ange SCAMS 1 

-SILICON 




